The Tr age die of Hamlet 

Tran You comemoft carefully vpon your houre. 

Bar. ’Tis now ftrooke tweluc, get thee to bed Francifo 
Fran . For this reliefe much thanksjtis bittereold. 

And I am tick at heart. 

Bar. Haue you had --liet guard < 

Fran. Not a Moufc hiring. 

Bar. We i, goodnight : 

If you d oe meet Horatio and MarcelUu. * 

The riualls of my watch, bid them make halt. 

Enter Horatio and Mar - 
ctllm. 

Francifco. I thihke I heare them , fond ho , who is 
there ? 

Hora. Friends to this ground* 

Mar. And Leegcmen to the Dane. 

Fran. Giueyougood night.. 

CMarceUm. O , farewell hontft Souldiers , who hath re- 
lleu’d you ? 

&**• *"»*'£ hnth my place ; giue you good night.&r* Fran. 
Mar.Hollti’Barnardo. 

Bar. Say what, is Horatio there ? 

Hora. Apeeceofhim. 

Bar. Welcome H'oratio t welcome good MarctUtn. 

Hora. What ha’s this thing appear’d aeaine to nieht P 
Bar. I haue fecne nothing. 

CMar. Horatio faycs’cis but a fantafie, 

And w 11 not let beliefe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feenebf vs. 

Therefore I haue imreared him along. 

With vs to watch the minutes of this night, , 

That if againe this apparition come, •' 

He may approue our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. rulh,Tulh, ’twill not appeare* 

Bar. Sit downe a while, 

Andlctvs once agaiac affaile your cares, 

Ihaft 
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that are fo fortified againft our ftory, 

What we haue two nights feene. 

Hora. Well, fit we downe, . 

And let vs heare Barnardo fpeake ot this. 

WhenyondVameftar thatsWeflward from the Pole; 

Had made his courfe t’illumin that part of heauen 
Where now it burnes, CM drctUu* and my ielte 
The Bell then beating one. 

* 

Enter G hoi f. 

Mar. Peace bteake thee off looke where it comes againe. 

Bar. In the fame figure like the Kingthats dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholler fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hora. Moft like, it horrowes me with feare and wonder. 
Bar. It would be Ipoke to. 

Mar. Speake toil Horatio . 

Hora. What art thou that vfurpft this time of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Maiefty of buried Denmark^ 

Did fomtimes marchsby heauen I charge thee fpeak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

•Bar. See it foukes away. 

Hera. Stay, fpeake, fpeake I charge thee fpeake. 
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Exit GhoB. 

Mar. Tis gone and will not anfwere. 

Bar. How now Horatio.you tremble St look pale. 

Is not this fomething more then phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Hora. Before my God I mi ght not this bcleeue, 

Without the fenfiblc and true auoucb 
Of mine owne eics. 



